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Between your grace and me, wherein I have never

Found you offended: neither now would mid

The offence I sought not; yea, I knew this well,

If it shall please God break your prison-house

And lighten on your disimprisoned soul,

That my tongue's freedom shall offend you not.

For surely being outside the preaching-place

I think myself no breeder of offence

Nor one that gives man cause of wrath and wrong ,

And being therein, I speak not of myself

But' as God bids who bids me, speaking plain,

Flatter no flesh on earth.    Lo, here I stand,

A single soul and naked in his eye,

Constrained of him, to do what thing he will,

And dare and can none other.    Hath he sent me

To speak soft words of acceptable things

In ladies1 chambers or kings' courts, to make

Their ways seem gracious to them ?   I wot, no.

I am to bring God's gospel in men's ears,

And faith therein, and penitence, which are

The twain parts of it; but the chief o' the land

And all the main of your nobility

Give God no heed nor them that speak for God

Through flattering fear and ill respect of you;

And seeing if one preach penitence to men

He must needs note the sin he bids repent,

How should not I note these men's sin who choose

To serve affections in you and wild will

Rather than truth in God ?   This were lost breath,

To chide the general wrong-doing of the world